THE   LEMON   GARDENS

I am like the skylark dissolved in the sky yet filling heaven
and earth with song, then I am perfect, consummated in
the Infinite, When I am all that is not-me, then I have
perfect liberty, I know no limitation. Only I must
eliminate the Self.

It was this religious belief which expressed itself in
science. Science was the analysis of the outer self, the
elementary substance of the self, the outer world. And
the machine is the great reconstructed selfless power.
Hence the active worship to which we were given at the
end of the last century, the worship of mechanized force.

Still we continue to worship that which is not-me, the
Selfless world, though we would fain bring in the Self to
help us. We are shouting the Shakespearean advice to
warriors, 'Then simulate the action of the tiger.' We are
trying to become again the tiger, the supreme, imperial,
warlike Self. At the same time our ideal is the selfless
world of equity.

We continue to give service to the Selfless God, we
worship the great selfless oneness in the spirit, oneness in
service of the great humanity, that which is Not-Me.
This selfless God is He Who works for all alike^ without
consideration. And His image is the machine which
dominates and cows us, we cower before it, we run to serve
it. For it works for all humanity alike.

At the same time, we want to be warlike tigers. That is
the horror: the confusing of the two ends. We warlike
tigers fit ourselves out with machinery, and our blazing
tiger wrath is emitted through a machine. It is a horrible
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